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And felye Soules toke all for good,

that commeth to the Net
Which they with painfull paynes do pyjjajch.

in barrain burning Realmes:
While we haue all with out reftreint

a mong thy welthy flreames.
O bleft of God thou Pleafaunt He,

where welth her felf doth dwell;
Wherin my tender yeares I pafl

I byd thee now farewell
For Fancy dryues me forth abrode,

and byds me take delyght,
In leuyng thee and raungyng far,

to fee fome flraunger fyght
And.fayth I was not framed heare

to lyue at home with eas:
But paffynge forth for knowledge fake

to cut the fomyng feas.

C At Bonyuall in Fraunct.

?Fond affectyon

L wounder of my Hart,

''When wylt thou Ceafe*
to breed my reflles payne,
When comes the end,
of this my Cruell fmart:
When (hall my force,
beate backe thy force agaynt*.
When mall I faye,
this reilles rage of myne:
By Reafon ruld,
is banyfht quyght a way,
And I efcaped,
thefe craell bondes of thynei
O flamynge feend,
that feakell my decaye.